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MOTTO. 
With Beaus and Biſhops if I paſs, 
I'm better off than Hudibras ; 


Who, cho' beneath a Royal bolſter, ® 
Put no proviſion in the holſter. 


H avs at you, K——x '—T'm myſelf again, 
Nor has a cobweb dar'd to touch my pen : 


Let envy burn her bowels to a cinder, 
I ſtill am Parr and while it pleaſes, PIN DAR. 
| B The 


* Charles IL is well known to have flept with the poem of 
Hudibraſs under his pillow. 
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The public like Me, and I'm grown in favour, 
As much as you are, ſo I muſt endeavour 

Jo keep the gen'rous Bookleller's good-will, 
Who well reward the labours of my quill. 

I do not want a plain expreſſion twiſted, 
And tho” nor Prĩeſt nor Levite has aſſiſted 
My ſights of fancy or profciib'd my game, 
I wrote for prof, and Fate added fame. 
Living,” I own's a very good reward, 
Be it the gift of Mr. or my Lord ; 
For all the journey-work this pen of mine, 
Has ever done for the Olympian nine. | 
And tho' no gownſman as your champions call me; 
Yet, if a Sinecure ſhould over-haul me, | 
I think I know my own wild heart ſo well, 
That all the powers combin'd of earth and hell, 
Should never make its grateful pulſes bend, 
To breath a calumny againſt that friend, 
| To 
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To whoſe benevolence of heart I ow'd, 
- 'Theſtreams of plenty that around me flow'd. 


But whither has egotiſm borne my pen ? 
Forgive my rudeneſs, —moſt admir'd of men! 
And give me leave to introduce myſelf | 


Amongſt ſome other maggots on your ſhelf, | 


The women lately carry'd ſuch a farce on, 
That, ſpite of common ſenſe, they dubb'd me 

parſon: 
'Tis falſe tho”, K 


I wear no petticoats except my own ; 


N; and J here make known, 


I am no manniſh, het'rogeneous creature, 

But truly feminine in limb and feature ; 

Thin as yourſelf, as waſhpiſh too at times, 

And juſt as füppaut in my tongue as rhymes. 

My fortunes humble, but my ſpirit's high, 

Nor can I brook the leaſt indignity; | 
More 


(4) 1 
More of the maſtif than the ſpaniel breed. | 
A whip ha nt driveme, tho' a ſtraw may lead. 4's 
Grateful myſelf,—when I behold another | 
Maltreat his patron;—were that man my brother, 
. For ever aſter I'd deſpiſe and hate him, | 
And like a Bear for ever ſeek to bait him; 
With my laſt breath Pd juſtify my friend, 
And mourn the faults could no more defend, 


I'm not ambitious—and a tiney thing 
Makes me as pleaſed and happy as a king. 
Theſe are my prinei ples mo could there be 


The {malleſt union u between Jou and me? 


Park—reſileſs—lettes'd—rvirulent and proud, | 
In filent ſcorn you view the gaping croud. . 


The file farcaſlic, and that ſmile alone, 
At lepſt i in Public, to to thy face i 1s known, 
Even! in the cauſe of i iunocence and truth, 


Where * 0 parkles in the bloom of youth; a 


Even 


3 
Even there thy fancy, ſhidious to diſplay 
2 The glooms of nature and conceal the day; | 
Brings forth ſome dreadful image into fight, 
Which if in being, ought to ſhun the light. 


To this you give ſuch metaphoric hits 
As frighten virtue into fainting fits. 
Nay, what is worſe, you oftentimes forget, 
(Amidft that all unneceſſary ſweat) 
The pure, unſully d decency that ought 
T' ttend your actions and enrobe your thought. 
Your tongue poſſeſſes more of gall than honey, 
And'tis by thumps and threats you get the money. 
And now I think of it — for goodneſs ſake, 
Pray tell me honeſtly, why do you take 
Such pains 10 be riduculous to thoſe 


Who *tween juſt action and convulſive throws 


Can judge tA mountebank would ſm ile to vier 


His Meng andrew tricks outdone by you. 
Why 


(6 ) 
Why plunge your head, as in a bathing-tub ? 
Or why, Dear Sir, the harmleſs cuſhion drub 
In ſuch a fit of ſanctifi'd vexation, 
As if *twere proxy for your Congregation. 
Why palſi-fy your hand for half an hour, 
And ſhake it fideways, till the heavy ſhower 


Of ſweat and powder and pomatum call 


For hand and handkerchief, to ſtop their fall, 


Ou all the wigs and tippets that fit under 
The rumbling vollies of K—wanic thunder ? 
Why rub your face with that affected paſſion? 
In Rome perhaps it may be all the faſhion ; 
Mongſt us tis uſeleſs to exert ſuch force, 

As ſets you ſmoaking like a mail- coach-horſe. 
Conſider, Sir, you are not half ſo hardy, 

As in the days of Puſſy and Lunardi; 


Beſides, permit us, K N, if you pleaſe, 


At ſtated intervals to cough or ſneeze. 


I never 


3 | 


I never cough in Church, and ſeldom dare | 


To uſe my handkerchief if you are there : 

But ſome there are, in ſpite of all your ſcoffing, 
If Dealtry preach'd, would take a fit of coughing, 
At Mary's Church indeed they cough'd away, 
Juſt as they would on any other day ; 

Nay you yourſelf look'd rather in the dumps, 
Nor gave that cuſhion halt ſo many thumps, 
As at St. Thomas', for there it ſmoak'd, 

Juſt as if hat alone your rage provok'd; 

But at St. Mary's you behav'd quite cool, 


And ſeem'd, me thought, as preaching under rule. 


Save where the maſter paſſion of your ſoul, 
Reckleſs of danger and above controul, 
In hectie Þluſhes all devoid of art, 
Bore faithful witneſs to the preacher's n 
There you were great, and every action came, 


True and reſponſive to the inborn flame 


Which 


CT. 3 
Which fed expreſſion mantPd on your cheek, 
And almoſt made your finger ends to ſpeak. 
How quick they crofsd, chang'd nde and er 
| ** hk 
As plot and counterplot ran through thy brain. 
The various agitations were expreſt, 
As if they held a conclave in your breaſt. 
There where ambition m his infant ſcene, 


= Cring'd to his patron with ſubmiſſive mein, 


Spread out falſe colours and obtain'd a friend, 
To whom he turn'd aflaſſin in the end; 

There my deſcription falls as ſhort of truth, 
As wrinkl'd age falls ſhort of dimpl d youth. 


But when brought forward to che gulph whoſe 
| 97 
The monſter ſtood on, and we ſaw him think, 
That gulph where every virtue was to fink ; 


And 
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Ob! with what truth of colouring you * 
The dreadful ſurges of ingrititude: 
Then on preferment's golden ladder plac d, 
With honor, ooh, ce and friendſhip grac'd ; 
Tro the laſt round when'you had led him up, 
Your fancy drank ſo deeply bf his cup. 
That like that painter, who, if Fame ſays true, 
When he the glorious dreadful picture drew; 
Wrapt in his art, and mad to image high, 
That wound which clos'd the eyelids of the ſky, 
Plung'd his keen dagger in the wretch's fide, 
Who groan'd for payment, and in horror died. 
SO you—wrapt up in all the fire of thought, 
To finiſh high the picture you had wrought ; 
Made your own brows aſſume Ambition's frown, 
And in idea—kick'd th Archbiſliop down. 
Lou plac'd Ambition i in ſuch points of view, 
With lights and ſhades ſo admirably true; 

C That 
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That in my life, from Pencil or from Peng 
Its real likeneſs I ne'er ſaw till then. 


T1 leave the picture, cho, leſt in the fire, 
Of K x's painting, Pindar's ſhould expire; 
Yet ſill TY trace Defcyption's vivid page, 


Through gentler paſſions in a golden age. 


My memory, K—x, ſhall give back thy thoughts, 
Nor loſe their beauties, while I mark their faults. 

There—where to fill the king of Iſrael's baſket, 
Your teeming fancy * 6 riffled Nature's caſket 1 


Where royal viſitors came bending down, 


With vary'd gifts before the monarch's throne ; 
Where queens and demy-queens were houſehold 


lumber, 
And virgins miniſter'd furpaſſing number ; 
Your pencil gave ſuch juſtice to thoſe ſcenes, 
We viewed the virgins and re-view'd the queens. 


® An Expreſſion in the Charity Sermon preached in St. 
Mary's, on Sunday the 1th of April. 
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You gave with all the artift's ſpecial care, 
Strength to the brave, aad ſoftneſs to the fair; 


But ah! the picture was quite uſeleſs there. 

Nay, where the King found all his wealth and 
merit . 

To end in the vexation of his ſpirit, 


There you forſook him, nor e're told us why, 


He had loſt the reliſh of his ear and eye; 


Nor how voluptuous pleafures had combin'd, 

To pall his ſenſes and debaſe his mind. 

Nor did your Eaſtern metaphors adduce, 

One fair example for the children's uſe ; 

In many paſſages, indeed, you prov'd 

Tb' incongruous ſentiments which muſt have 
rov'd, b. 

Throꝰ out your boſom, tho* they've fixed your 
name, 


As a Phenomenon of faith and fame; 


Your 


( 12 Y | 


Tour own aſſertions contradicting ſul, 


. our fancy wanton d at deſcription”: 8 will. 


Vour text, indeed, I meant to give a lick to, 


But hat, I plainly ſee you never ſtick to; 


So I ſhall only, as it is in'print, 

Juſt give you, en paſſant, this little hint. 
That text had been more happily apply'd, 
To prop an Hoſpital's decaying fide. 


But O defend, as Minifer or Man, | 
Defend that barſh affertion, if you can, 


Which ſought to prove; i in honour of the croſs, 4 


$ ©That private charity was public loſs.” 

And that no perſon ought to be efteem'd, | 
The child of pity, or ſrom grief redeem d; 

But thoſe who made it tbeir unbluſting choice, 


'To ſpeak their ſorrows i in the public voice; 


And 


$ Expreflions nearly literal in his Sermon. 
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And, bow their fouls down that thy pow'rful 
word, | 4 

May roar their miſeries thro” a ſounding board, 

Throw open all the avenues of woe; 

And make the tears of bitterneſs to flow. 

Sack the laſt veſtige of ſome ancient plle, 

Whoſe cruſh'd inhabitants had ſhar'd e'er while 

Them enryd—tht' pitcecious Inde, 

Of wayward Fortune in her birth-day veſt, 

With rainbow tints and rich embroidery dreſt. 

Bring back the hours when kindly planets ſhone, - 

And quicken miſery by compariſon. 

The graſp of wretchedneſs, indeed, muſt be, 

Hard as the heart which mov'd the ſtern decree; 

Fer the remembrance of a happier day, 

Lets out our ſorrows on the king's high-way. 

Fer the laſt ſparks of decent pride expire, 

What ſighs alternate fan the dying fire. 


Of 
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oK, why was fuch a thought confeft, 
To be the flinty iumate of thy breaſt? 
How have the bleſlings ſtammer'd on thy head, 
From crutch and cradle in that ſentence bled ; 
But Popularity, like paint, daubs over, 
Thoſe faults in you, the town would ſoondiſcover, 
In men whom Heaven bas gifted far above you, 
But then, for ſooth—like Fox, the Ladies love 
And tho? you tear their very cards to pieces, 
Yet when you ſtare at them their anger ceaſes, 
Now, popularity could ne'er diſarm, : | 
My poor critique, or do my judgment harm; 
Nay, to be candid, I would ſooner try, 
I 0 bring bis faults into the public eye, 
Who ſtrives beneath falſe glitter and parade, 
To throw ſuperior merit into ſhade. 


See blameleſs Harpur, who from earlieſt youth, 


Has trod the paths of piety and truth; 
The 


(- 58 )) : 
The words of healing on his lips are hung, 
His breaſt all mercy, and all peace his tongue. 
With what attention have I ſeen him bend, 
To the poor belpleſs man who had no friend ; 
Plain, unaffeed, gentle, and fincere, 
His gift was moiſten d with ſoft pity's tear. 
To bim the humbleſt of his flock are known, 
Nor are their joys or forrows all their won; 
And if that faithful man who fed them laſt, 
An added happineſs in Heaven could taſte, 
Surely it is that when his ſoul went there, 
He left his little flock in Harpur's care; 
But Goldſmith's nervous pen is wanted here, 
To draw the man to all the country dear. 


Let Harpur preaches and no guards advance, 
Nor ſteeds, impatient of long waking, prance; 


Who 


— — 


. 
— ET —  — 


rr 
— _— ů 


2 
—ä—— — ewe ns — — — 
* 


— — 


ED 


; 


( 16 2 


+ Who ſtill, by printed order, as they daſh on, 


Muſt turn their heads one N in n 


faſhion. age 
The Churches now have n CAGES 0 


And pews like boxes. have admiſſion tickets; 


While we behold cloaks, handkerchiefs and ſhoes, 
Tora thro' the ailes and ſtuck upon the pews.” 
Ladies with Gentlemen the ſeats beſtride; / - 


And ſhew' thoſe limbs which . bids them 


hide: 3 2 1 | elonieernt 255 
But how ſhould OR: in that dag advatioe, 
Where KN preaches, alamoite a France, 
The fear of danger baniſhes reſtraint, 


Tis neck or nothing hey muſt elimb or faint ; 
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And climb they did as fiercely and as faſt, 
As if that Sermon | was to be his laſt 
While the Church officers like hurried waiters, 


Broke all the windows to make ventilators. 


l Oh ! Rare gallante ſhewman of the Church, 


Loa. 


Who would not leave St. Francis 1 in the lurch; 


To bring ſo many Proteſtants together, 


In ſpite of order, reaſon, and the weather? 


Then roſe the man of eleyated breaſt, 
Gave ſigns of utterance, and thrice heav'd his 
cheſt ; | ; * | 


| Ranted awhile upon. the text be choſe, 


And gave bis perſorya few aukward throws. 


Prov'd the kind man an ornament conceal'd, 


Of human nature, and by tropes reveal'd ; 
— F e. 
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1 The Sermon he preached at St. Mary's, on 17th of April. 
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What genuine mercy his own deeds diſcover'd, 


And how muchworth the envious cowl had cover d 


. Sir, with all chat conſequence of face, 


Had but your learning equal d your grimace, 
You might' mongſt other matters have made known 
The Poor Man's penny equal'd our half crown, 
But, I ſuppole, Dear Sir, on Rome” 8 old plan, | 


You let us know,—as little as you can. 


'Tis thus, when, loſt 1 in the ſuperb bös 
Of new coinꝰd woals, to dec'rate the concluſion 


Ofſome great part, where metaphors were ſtrew'd 


Like Sancho's proverbs, to beguile the road ; 


Where ſenſe and ſentence have together clos'd, 

In ſpite of menꝰ ry recollectiou's poz'd. 

You've thrown a ſhell, and with ſuch weight of 
metal, * | 

Your head and hands require ſome time to ſettle. 


Tis 
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Tis then you treat us (tho without their meaning) 
To thofe long pauſes on your elbows leaning ; 
Retention's puzzl'd and on mem'ry's ſhelf, 
Goes back a paſſage to collect itſelf. 
Ee you purſue with uſual heat and force, 
The fublimated matter of diſcourſe : 
But fince, in other things you introduce, 
Theatric rules, why not the prompter's uſe ? | 
For where men get their Sermons all by heart, 
A Prompter's no unneceſſary part; 
Make then, Dear Sir, when &er you want again, 
A temporary prompter of— Amen. | 


But pauſing ſets you in a point of view, 
Not much amiſs, and, very, very few, 
Except myſelf, e'er dream you want your cue; 


Moſt women, think you pauſe for inſpiration, 


And mumble, like their pray'rs, their admiration. 
But 
The Pariſh Clerk. 
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But could I write a Sermon; I ſhould get it 


By rote as you do, and with eaſe repeat it ; 


And ſince advantages are reckon'd fair 


In love and war, may'nt preaching have its ſhare?, 


Nay, the manceuvering of your hands and face, 
If regulated by the rules of grace, | | 
Might be allow'd, conſid'ring whence you came, 
And that all foreign preachers do the ſame. 


Preaching yew call a bufeneſs and expreſs, 


Wich legal pride your wonderful ſucceſs; 


And wonderfully great no doubt it is, 

Almoſt ſurpaſſing the late game of Quiz. 

But while on preaching topicks give me leave, 
To tell you ſomething which you'll ſcarce believe, 
Yet 'twag a Job concerning you depend or't, 

I n which Part. Piudar was your fib-gefendaint, 
Briefly, then, Sir, with all the pitehy flame, 
Wich which blind zeal illuminates your name, 
ks Not 


— 
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Not one in fifty but wi at a loſs, 
How to expound the, © folly of the Croſs.'* 
I undertook to prove the ſentence right; F 
I felt it fo, and to afford them light, 
By verſe and chapter, from St. Paul endeavour'd, 
But zeal and ignorance are ſeldom ſever d. 
St. Paul himſelf to whom they liken you, 
In many an inſtance found the adage true ; 
Therefore, I'd have you, tho at my perſuaſion, 
In your next Sermon ſeek ſome apt occaſion, 
To quote the paſſage, and thoſe words explain, 
Which ignorance, indeed, alone could ſtrain. 
Nor let their heads be any more perplex d, 
About your knowledge of each Goſpel text; 
For tho' you generally preach without them, 
I'm ſure you know each circumſtance about them. 
Think 
PA Nicral Repreilicn bende the cloſe of. le Men 
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Think not I wiſh to throw you into ſhade, 
For by the profits of the Kirwanade ! 


Id freely give thy talents every ſcope, 
| That human vanity can wiſh or hope. 


But let not Public praiſe ſo cloſely border, 
In God's own houſe, on riot and diſorder ; 


Fuoor when I ſee it all with guards ſurrounded, 


I own I feel'my faculties confounded, 
And 'ſpite of reaſon, ligtit and reſolution, 
I view the Church as under perſecution. 
Nor till I faw'it could I Cer believe, 
One door alone was open'd to receive ; 

Th' Almighty's viſitors, who came to pay, 


Their prayers and praiſes on his buly-day. 


But had religion only open'd one 
One door, I ſay—O what wog you have done? 
Now on an author's poor, but honeſt word, 


I did not think my country ſo abſurd. 
That 
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That thoſe ſhould meet encouragement who come, 
To our Communion, from the Church of Rome, 
"Tis true, no doubt politically true, 
And ſo far juſtice has been done by you, 
But ſhall a wild enthufiaſtic rage 
For foreign novelties, ſo blind the age, 
That Wiſdom in thy preſence falls degraded, 
While metaphoric quaintneſs has invaded 
The rights of merit, and theear of reaſon, 
And finds its welcome in, or out, of ſeaſon. _ 
'Tis my belief that were you on a ſudden, 
To paint the beauties of roaſt beef and pudding , 
Quite ſure you ſaw their dinner in the ſkies. 


But fay, ye furious K—nites, who come, 
Full many a mile to hear the pulpit drum; 
Is mercy only mercy at that nme, 
When K——x calls the want of it a crime ? 
Vi Milton. > 


at 


0 24) 


Or is ſhe leſs berſelf when trembling hung, 


Is Worth leſs worthy of reward in him, 


Who more than twice ten years has ſtrove to trim 
The lamp of Charity, and preſs d che oil 
From his own ardent voluntary toil; 

And yet, ye; Grgat Ones, who give, worth. its due. 
What have you done for Peter Lęſanu? 

But Auſtin, , Lefany, and many more, 

Who ne'er ſought entrance ata ſecond door, 
Forgot to cut preparatory capers, | 
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And puff their Sermons in the eublic papers, 
” While with a conſciouſneſs of wanting room, 
Children were order'd to be left at home. 


To thee, O! K , belongs to reach, 


Preferment's apples with the points of. ſpeech ; 
And 


Like morning dew-drops upon Auſtin's tongue? 


ke Po wid 


(3 23:19 
And that our faith was beſt, is very clear, þ 
For faith it brought—Four Hundred Pounds a 
Year, | 
Tho' I forgot the Prebend and the Living, 
Thoſe paltry ſtipends of his Graces giving; 
Were ſcarcely worth acceptance at thy hand, 
| Who might in Rome or Italy command, 
The cap of Cardinal.—But there the cou, 
And wow of poverty, had play'd thee foul. 
Nor Rome nor Italy, would rob St. Francis, 


To whom they knew you made the firſt advances. 


I wiſh St. Francis, and the Monks all well, 
And chiefly him who wiſely left the cell; 
Threw off the cow!, and in an Engliſh beaver, 
| Drew all the great folks from Sir Aſhton Levre. 
. Sir Aſhton ſhew'd ſtuff d birds, and his and that, 
nd But there no Friar chaperon'd a Cat. 
SRD Good + 
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